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"But wasn't he scared at having the child? I take it you two
must have long ago decided against"—and Thuella made a
little gesture of disgust at the thought of maternal responsi-
bility.
Wizzie couldn't retrain the glow of satisfaction with which
she let this natural implication pass as the truth. She knew her
friend well enough by now to realize the wisdom of tempering
frankness with certain basic reservations. "No, he wasn't
scared. He doesn't want children of his own but he likes child-
ren, and he thinks it's only right that I should look after mine."
Thuella shrugged her shoulders, and to Lovie's reliejf ceased
her perfunctory toying with that busy young woman's person.
She moved to the door but instead of opening it turned sharply
round, her fingers on the handle.
"Do you know, my dear," she said. "I'd give up," and she
raised both her arms to the back of her fair head and clasped
them behind her neck, "every pretension to good looks I've
got if I could do some really good work!" From between her
lifted elbows her eyes gleamed wildly and desperately round that
little kitchen as if it had been transformed with all its pots and
pans into one large empty canvas.
"You don't know what it is to want anything as much as I
want to be a real painter! I come near it. Yes I do now and
then! But just as I'm on the edge of something good, some-
thing really great, Dad's damned sneering contempt drags me
back." She stopped, let her hands fall to her sides, and stood
silent for a second, gazing on the ground.
Then she raised her eyes. "How you've given up your
work, as you have, passes my comprehension! I've never for-
gotten how you looked in those things you had on, when you
sat on that bed and hated me so, You looked like—oh, I don't
know what!—and now here you are—with that little thing—
and a pram at the door! You looked beautiful then, child,
beautiful and terrible^ like a woman who could dance on a bare
sword—and now—I hope D. No-man enjoys the change—
that's all I can say! Well, come on—I want you to see what
I'm doing—I don't talk like this to everybody. But though
you've put on petticoats and thrown your soul to the fishes,
you've got it in you, Wizz, and don't think I don't know
it!"
A week ago Wizzie would have been impressed and even a

